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CHAPTER L

The House of Mystery.

A high and narrow gate of carefully
joined boards, standing ajar in a fence
of the same construction! What is
there in this to rouse a whole neigh-
borhood and collect before it a group
pf eager, anxious, hesilating people?

This is Judge Ostrander's place, and
anyone who knows Shelby or the gos-
sip of its Suburbs knows that this
house of his has not opened its doors
to any outsider, man or woman, for
over a dozen years; nor have liis gates
been seen in all that time to gape al
unyone's instance or to stand unclosed
to public intrusion. The seclusion
gought was absolute. The men and
women who passed and repassed thils
corner many times a day were as igno
rant as the townspeopla in general of
what lay behind the gray, monotonous
exterior of the weatherbeaten boards
they so frequently brushed against
The house was there, of course—they
all knew the house, or did once—but
there were rumors of another fence, a
gsecond barrier, standing a few feet in-
gide the first and similar to it in all
respects, even to the gates which cor-
responded exactly with these outer
and visible ones and probably were
just as fully provided with bolts and
bars.

And now! in the freshness of this
summer morning, without warning or
any seeming reason for the change,
the strict habit of years has been
broken into and this gate of gates is
not only standing unlocked before
their eves, but a woman—a stranger
to the town as her very act shows—
has been seen to enter there!—to en-
ter. but not come out; which means
that she must still be inside, and pos-
sibly in the very prescnce of the
judgn.

Where is Bela? Why does he allow
his errands—Lut it was Bela, or 8o
they have been told, who left this
gate ajar he, the awe and
terror of the town, the enormous, re-
doubtable, close-mouthed negro, trust-
ed as man is seldom trusted, and
faithful_to his trust, yes, up to this
very hour, as all must acknowledge,
in spite of every temptation (and they
had been many and alluring) to dis-
close the secret of this home of which
he was not the least Interesting fac-
tor. What has made him thus sud-
denlv careless, he who has never been
careless before? Money? A bribe
from (he woman who had entered
there?

What else was there to believe?
There stood the gate with the pebble
holding it away from the post; and
here stood half the neighborhood, In
a fascination which had for its motif
the knowledge that they, themselves.
if they had courage enough, might go
in, just as this woman had gone in,
and see—why, what ehe is seeing
now—the nnknown, unguessed reason
for all these mysieries—the hidden
treasure or the hidden sorrow which
would explain why he, their first eiti-
zen, the respected, even revered judge
of their highest court. should make use
of such precautions and show such un-
varying determination to bar out all
comers from the place he called his
home.

It had not always been so. Within
the memory of many there it had been
an abode of cheer and good fellowship.
Not a few of the men and women now
hesitating before its portals could
boast of meals taken at the jndge’s
ample board, and of evenings spent in
animated conversation in the great
room where he kept his books and did
his writing. 3

But that was before his son left him
in so unaccountable a manner; be-
fore—yes, all were agreed on this
point—before that other bitter ordeal
of his middle age, the trial and con-
demnation of the man who had way-
laid and murdered his best friend.

Though the effect of these combined
sorrews had not seemed o be Immedi-
ate (onme month had seem both);

settled into confirmed melancholy, and
melancholy Inte eccentricities,

Judge Ostrander was a recluse of
the most uncompromising type; but he
was such for only half his time. From
ten in the morning till five in the after-
noon, he came and went like any other
eitizen, fulfilling his judicial dutles
with the same scrupulous care as for-
merly and with more affability. In-
deed, he showed at times~and often
when It was least expected, a mellow-
ness of temper quite foreign to him in
his early days. The admiration
awakened by his fine appearance on
the bench was never marred now by
those quick and rasping tones of an
easily disturbed temper which had
given edge to his invective when he
stood as pleader in the very court
where he now presided as judge. But
away from the bench, once quit of the
courthouse and the town, the man who
attempted to accost him on his way to
his carriage or sought to waylay him
at his own gate had need of all his
courage to sustain the rebuff his pre-
sumption incurred,

The son, & man of great ability wha
was making his way as a journalist in
another city, had no explanation to
give of his father's peculiarities.
Though he never came to Shelby—the
rupture between the two, il rupture
it were, eeeming to be complete—
there were many who had visited him
in his own place of business and put
such questions concerning the judge
and his eccentric manner of living as
must have provoked response had the
yvoung man had any response to give.
But he appeared to have none. Either
e was as ignorant as themselves of
the causes which had led to hie fa-
ther's habit of extreme isolation, or
he showed powers of dissimulation
hardly in accordance with the other
traits of his admirable character.

All of which closed inguiry in this

They Burst Through the Second Gate.

direction, but left the maw of curl-
osity unsatisfled.

And unsatisfied it had remained up
to this hour, when through accldent—
or was it treachery—the barrier to
knowledge wes down and the question
of years seemed at last upon the point
of being answered.

Meantime a fussy, talkative man was

endeavoring to imprese the rapidly col-
lecting crowd with the advisability of
their entering all together and ap-
proaching the judge in a body.
- “We can say that we felt it to be
our dooty to follow. this woman in"”
he argued. “Didn't you say she had &
child with er, Miss Weeks "

“Yes, and—"

“Tell us the whole story, Miss Weeks.
Then If

well wishers to go in, we'll just go in.”
The little woman towards whom this
appeal was directed immediately be-

gan her ingenuous tale. She was sit-
ting in ber front window sewing. Ev-
erybody knew that this window faced
| the end of the lane in which they were
out being very plainly seen L
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would not leave for court till his re-
turn—he had never, in all the eight
years she had been sitting in that
window making buttonholes, shown
any hesitation in his methodical re-
locking of the gate and subseguent
quick departure,

But this morning he had lingered in
the gateway peering to right and left
in & way so unlike himself that the mo-
ment he was out of sight she could not
help running down the lane to see if
her suspicions were correct. And they
were. Not only had he left the gate
unlocked, but he had done so pur
posely.

She had about decided that it was
ouly proper for her to enter and make
sure that all was right with the judge
when she saw a woman looking at her
from the road—a woman all in purple
even to the veil which hid her fea-
tures. A litue child was with he~ and
the two must have stepped Into the
road from behind some of the bushes,
as neither of them were anywhere in
sight when she herself came running
down from the corner.

It was enough to startle anyone, es-
pecially as the woman did not speak,
but just stood silent and watching her
through a veil the like of which was
not to be found in Shelby, and whieh
in itself was enough to rouse a decent
woman's susplcions,

She was so amazed at this that she
stepped baeck and attempted to addreas
the stranger. But before she had got
much further-than a timid and hesl-
tating “Madam,” the woman, roused
into action possibly by her interfer-
ence, made a quick gesture suggestive
of impatience if not rebuke, and mov-
ing resolutely towards the:gate Miss
Weeks had so indiscreetly left un-
guarded, pushed it open and disap
peared within, dragging the little child
after her.

“And she’s in there still?”

“1 haven't seen her come out."

“Then what's the matter with you?"
called a burly, high-strung woman,
etepping hastily from the group and
laying her hand upon the gate still
standing temptingly ajar. “It's no
time for nonsense,” she announced, as
she pushed it open &and stepped
promptly in, followed by the motley
group of men and women who, if they
lacked courage to lead, certainly
showed willingness to follow.

One glance and they felt thelr cour-
age rewarded. -

Rumor, which go often decelves,
proved itself correct in this case. A
second gate confronted them exactly
like the firet, even to the point of
being held open by a pebble placed
against the post. And a second fence,
also! built upon the same pattern as
the one they had just passed through;
the two forming a double barrier as
mysterious to contemplate in fact as
it"had ever been in fancy. In gazing
at these fences and the ecanyonlike
walk stretching between them the
band of curious invaders forgot their
prime errand for & moment.

But whatever the mysteries of the
place, a greater one awaited them be-
yond, and presently realizing this, they
burst with one accord through the sec-
ond gate into the mass of greenery
which, either from neglect or inten-
tion, masked this side of the Ostrander
homestead.

Never hefore had they beheld so law
less a growth or a house so completely
lost amid vines and shrubbery. Two
solemn fir trees, which were all that
remained of an old-iime and famous
group, kept guard over the.untended
lawn, adding their suggestion of age
and brooding melancholy to the air
of desolation infesting the whole place.
One might be approaching a tomb, for
all token that appeared of human pres-

ence., Even sound was lacking. It

was like a painted scene—a dream of
buman extinetion.

Instinctively the women faltered and
the men drew back; then the very
silence caused a sudden reaction, and
with one simultaneous Tush they made
for the only entrance they saw and

ed them upon this adventure was still
ahead; but even she qualled when she
found herself face to face with a
heavy curtain fnstead of & yle'ding
door. N :

“Look at this!"” she whispered, push-
ing the curtaln fnward with a quick
movement,

Sunshine! A stream of it, dazsling
them almost to blindness and sending

each other! However dismal the ap-
proach, here all was in brilliant light
with every evidence before them of
busy life,

The room was not only filled, but
erammed, with furniture. This was
the first thing they noticed; then, as
their blinking eyes became accus
tomed to the glare and to the unex-
pected confusion of tables and chairs
and screens and standing receptacles
for books and pamphlets and boxes
labeled and padlocked, they beheld
something else.

The judge was there, but in what a
condition.

From the end of the forty-foot room
his seated figure confronted them, si-
lent, staring and unmoving. With
clenched fingers gripping tho arms of
his great chair and head held forward,
he logked like one frozen at the mo-
ment of doom, such the expression of
features usually so noble, and now
almost unrecognizable were it not for
the snow white of his locks and his
unmistakable brow.

Frozen! Not an eyelash guivered,
nor was there any perceptible move-
ment in his sturdy chest. His eyes
were on their eyes, but he saw no one;
and down upon his head and over his
whole form the sunshine poured from
a large window let into the ceiling di-
rectly above him, lighting up the
strained and unnatural aspect of his
remarkable countenance and bringing
into sharp prominence the common-
place objects cluttering the table at
his elbow.

Inarticulate murmurs swelled and
ebbed, now louder, now more falntly

back, appalled by that moveless,
breathless, awe-ompelling figure.

A breathless moment; then the hor-
rified murmur rose here, there and
everywhere: “He's dead! He's dead!"
when quietly and convincingly a bluff
masculine voice spoke from the door-
way behind them: ’

“You needn't be frightened. In an
hour or a half-hour he will be the
same as ever. My aunt has such at-
tacks, They call it catalepsy.”

Imperceptibly the crowd dwindled;
the most discreet among them quite
content to leave the house; a few, and
these the most thoughtful, devoted all
their energies to a serlous guest for
the woman and child whom they con-
tinued to believe to be in hiding some-
where inside the walls she had so au-
daciously entered.

The small party decided to start
their search by a hasty inspection of
the front hall, when a shout and
seramble in the passages beyond cut
short thelr intent and held them pant-
ing and eager, each to his place.

Frightened, they drew their gaze
from the rigid figure in the chair, and,
with bated breaths and rapidly paling
cheeks, listened to the distant mur
mur on the far-off road,

What was it? They could not guess,
and it was with unbounded relief they
pressed forward to greet the shadewy
form of a young girl hurrying toward
them from the rear, with news in her
face. She spoke quickly.

“The woman {8 gone. Harry Doane

helped by willing hands, suceeeded in

foreing it up and tearing a hole in the

- which one and
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them, one and all, pellmell back upon

as the crowd surged forward or drew
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Look, Mother! If tongue
- coated, give “Califo
Syrup of Figs.”
- Children love this “fruit
and nothing else cleanses the {
stomach, liver and bowels B0 nlce_l_r. X
A child simply will not stop playl ng -
to empty the bowels, and the result 8. 9
they become tightly clogged with -~ .~ =
waste, llver geis sluggish, st ~_'_.-;:'
gours, then your little one becomes oL 21h
crosgs, half-sick;,- feverish, don't eat _
gleep or act naturally, breath is bad,,

gystem full of cold, has sore throat, b
stomach-ache or diarrhoea. Listen, L
Mother! See if tongue is coited, then R

give a teaspoonful of “California -
Syrup of Figs,” and in a few hours all, -
the constipated waste, sour bile and
undigested food passes out of the By
tem, and you have a well child again.

Millions of mothers give “California
Syrup of Figs"” because it is perfectly
harmless; children love it, and it nev-
er falls to act on the stomach, liver
and bowels. .

Ask at the store for a 50-cent bottle
of “California_Syrup of  Figs,” which
has full directions for babies, children
of all ages and for grown-ups plainly
printed on the bottle. Adv,

Caommercial Courtesies,

*“So you think the system of taxa-
tion is unbusinesslike?"

“Absolutely,” replied Mr. Dustin
Stax. “The idea of the government's
refusing to give a big Influential cus-
tomer like me a liberal discount for
cash)”

LOOK YOUR BEST |

As to Your Halr and Skin, Cutleura A
Will Help You. Trial Free. ' :

The Soap to cleanse and purify, the
Ointment to soothe and heal, These
fragrant super-creamy emollients pre- |
serve the natural purity and beauty
of the skin under conditions which,
if neglected, tend to produce a state
of irritation and disfigurement. e
Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticfira, Dept. XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Adv, X

Scared, but No Coward. 1

“You look scared, lieutenant,” sald -
a coarse grained fellow in the ranks
to an intelligent young officer as the
regiment was ordered to charge.

“l am scared,” was the frank reply.
“If you were half as scared as I am ‘
you would be on the run five miles in
the rear."

SALTS IF BACKACHY OR
KIDNEYS TROUBLE YOU

Eat Less Meat If Your Kidneys Aren't
Acting Right or If Back Hurts or
Bladder Bothers You.

When you wake up with backach
and dull misery in the kidney region
it generally means you have been eat- A
ing too much meat, says a well-known
authority. Meat forms uric acid which
overworks the kidneys In their effort
to filter it from the blood and they be- :
come sort of paralyzed and loggy. ‘
When your kidneys get sluggish and
clog you must relleve them like you
relieve your bowels; removing all the
body's urinous waste, else you have -
backache, sick headache, di gpells;
your stomach sours, tongue is coated,
and when the weather is bad you have
rheumatiec twinges. The urine s
cloudy, full of sediment, channels oft-
en get sore, water scalds and you ‘are
obliged to seek rellef two or
times during the night.
+ Rither consult a good, reliable’
cian at once or get from your 1
clgt about four ounces of Jad Salts;
tn&a._.l.- tablespoonful in & glass |
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bined with lithia, and has bDeen usel
for generations to clean and stimulate
sluggish kidneys, also to neutralise
acids in the urine so it no longer fred- . C
tates, thus ending bladfer weakness. .




